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in which I participated reluctantly, said it was my hat. This was
a very fine light-coloured Stetson with not much more than a
three-inch brim, and practically new, but she said everyone stared
at it. And she may have been right; when I bought a plain black
fedora I was only occasionally singled out as easy pickings.
In a week or so she decided that California met all her require-
ments in respect to crowds, and it was evident I would get on
better if I gave my undivided attention to study. She therefore
departed for San Francisco, and I moved in with the interns at
the Lying-in Hospital on Second Avenue.
Three months in the Lying-in and Bellevue did, indeed, do
me a world of good. At the former hospital, where I slept of a
night and spent most of the morning hours, I was permitted to
examine hundreds of women and assist more or less in delivering
hundreds of babies. And what one could learn at Bellevue was
limited only by his staying qualities and capacity for absorption;
its huge wards held all kinds of injuries, diseases, deformities and
defects which one could examine and study to his heart's content,
and each step in operation and treatment could be followed up
indefinitely.
I was in New York nearly two months before the temptation
to explore some of my old haunts became irresistible; most of
the remembrances surviving my determination to forget that
period were unpleasant, and I was wholly engrossed in the
hospitals. Behind the World Building I had no difficulty in locating
the grate upon which I, along with other stray youngsters, had
slept, or shivered, through many a cold night when we were
broke. I understood it was still an emergency thawing-out place
in winter for low-grade vagabonds, but newsboys in distress could
now find comfortable quarters uptown.
At the East River Docks I found the same cleat near a cbrner
of the warehouse upon which I had sat while debating in my mind
whether or not to hit the Escobars mate for a job. Again sitting
there that October afternoon, I could easily imagine the calendar
turning back ten years: around me was the same clean, salty
fragrance of the sea; before me an old tramp steamer, which
might have been another Escobar, was heaving at her lines.
/Suppose some malevolent instrumentality had directed the
improvident, day-dreaming lad of twenty, who had sat there
thinking about the advisability of deciding to look for work,
elsewhere thai summer afternoon? Or suppose the Escobar had